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Minnesota Summers 


Minnesota summers can be awesome. Sun, warmth, and lots of awesome places to check out. With Dave 


around, it's not hard to find something to do every day. He loves being out and about exploring. 


So one weekend in the middle of July, | packed up the camping gear, tossed Dave into the car, and headed for 
Lake Superior. 


There's a nice little spot | found back when | was with Mustaine. Close to a camping ground but secluded 
enough to get away with stuff. For us, it was drugs. | suspect this Dave has another kind of high in mind. The 
spot in question overlooks the lake but is surrounded by beautiful, thick trees. They hide you from the world 
and cast a gorgeous shade on hot, summer days. 

The heat is searing and Dave's impatience to get to the lake is wearing me down 


"How much longer?" 


| sigh and stare at the road. "Another half hour." 


"Drive faster!" 

"Nol" 

"Let me drive!" 

"Nol" 

"David!" 

"Shut up or we turn around" 

From the corner of my eye, | see him pout and slump down the seat, his hair falling in front of his face. | find 
myself smiling. Dave really does endear himself to me, especially when he goes into whiny child mode. For all 
my own bitching, | really do love every side of his personality. 

Finally, after thirty minutes of silence, | turn onto the road leading into the camp ground. The child beside me 
wakes up and suddenly there's a barrage of excited comments as the lake comes into view. The sun glistens 
off the water and a few boats can be spotted on the surface. Weaving between tents and RV's, we watch as 
people mill around. They're all out and about, enjoying the sun before the winter comes again 

| continue through the site and out the other side. Soon there are no more people and the sounds of laughter 
and playing melt to nothing. The trees close around us, shade covering the road and a coolness not from the 
air conditioning falls over the car. Beside me, Dave quietens down, obviously admiring the view. 

Driving for a few more minutes, | pull off the road and among the trees. The lake sparkles in front of us, the 
boats now a distant memory on the other side of the lake. Stepping out of the car, | savour the fresh air and 


silence. There's nothing, bar the rustling of the trees and the chirruping of animals and birds. It feels as 


though we're the only people alive. | feel Dave step up beside me and | smile at him. 
"Nice, huh?" 

"Gorgeous," he softly replies. 

"Gonna give me a hand putting up the tent?" 

"Can | go in the lake first?" 

| chuckle and slap his ass. "No. Tent first, then swimming." 

"Will you swim with me?" 


"Course | will. But this first.” 


Fetching the tent, we get it set up. It's a simple one with a single bedroom area and an awning for cooking and 
relaxing beneath. I've brought a small grill with us and plenty of food, juice, and beer. Because someone will 
want beer with his steak. Once the bedroom's been littered with blankets and pillows, we strip off and head for 


the water. 


Its cool and clear and | gasp as it washes over my skin. Dave's gone in an instant, diving beneath the water and 
swimming away. | relax, allowing myself to float before | follow him. It feels good to be out of the city and 
relaxing. Its something we don't do often enough. Sometimes | feel as though we run from each, me occupied 
with the coffee house and day to day business and Dave busy with his cars and music. Media requests stil 
come in on a daily basis. Even though we've been out of the business for a couple of years, people still want a 
piece of Dave Grohl. He's in demand for everything and he's just signed to do a couple of charity events. | 
made him sign up for one with an animal charity, if only so | can get a bunch of photos of him cuddling kittens 
and puppies. What can | say? That man holding a cat melts my heart. 


He swims up to me and, before | can take a breath, he slams a hand onto my head and pushes me beneath 
the cool water. Popping back up, | shake the water from my hair and glare at him. Dave just grins before he 
speeds off again. 

"Oh, no you don't!" 

Going after him, | grab a handful of dark hair and pull him close. He laughs and tries to fight me off but l'm 
having none of it. Laughing, | wrap my arms around him and pull him down We disappear beneath the surface 
of the lake, a cloying silence slamming into our ears. | press my lip against his, giving him a watery kiss before 
we resurface. 

"Fuck! David!" He grins and clings to me. "Fuck me. Right here. In the lake." 

Laughing, | shake my head. "Not in the middle of the day.’ 

"There's no one around" His eyes sparkle with excitement and expectation. 

| nod back to the way we drove. "Yes, there is. Around there." 


"They won't come this way." He pouts. 


"Later." Winking, | make back for the shore. After a few minutes, | sense someone moving alongside me and give 


my lover a smile. 


eR 


After relaxing in the sun, | fire up the grill and open the cooler. Dave dives in and grabs a couple of beers 


before settling on an old tree trunk with his acoustic. We don't need to say anything, a warm sense of ease 


between us. As | cook steak and vegetables, he quietly plays and hums. | smile when he begins to play 
"Blackbird" and softly sing along. Lifting my eyes from the grill, | see him smile at me. 


Sitting around our small camping table, we watch the lake as we eat. Another couple of beers disappear down 
my boyfriend's throat. The sun begins to drop behind the trees, the sky painted red and gold, as the evening 
warmth lingers behind it. Black clouds begin to gather, chasing away the sunset. | smile and nod at them. 
“Storm's coming.” 

"You sure?" Dave asks. 

"Very." | turn my eyes back to the sky. "Always happens about this time of the year." 


"You wanna pack up and head back to the city?" 


"Oh hell no!" | laugh. "I like it when it rains. It'll clear the air, especially in the city. But its much nicer to be out 
here. Besides, city boy, if it gets too much for you, we can get in the car." 


He grins and flips me the bird. Settling back into my seat, | continue to eat and watch the sky. Before long, the 
clouds have hidden what was left of the sun, a premature darkness falling over us. Clearing the dirty plates 
away, | fire up the hurricane lamps and place them around the table. A shiver runs along my spine as the air 
cools. 

"Want me to get you a blanket?" 


| nod. "Please." 


A moment later and warm, fleecy material is settled around my shoulders. Smiling, | push my seat closer and 


snuggle down next to Dave. He drapes an arm around me, the silence falling over us once more. 

"This really is a great place," he quietly says. 

Its strange to hear him be so quiet. Normally he's loud and obnoxious and in everyone's faces. He wants the 
attention one hundred percent of the time and, when l'm not giving it to him, he sulks and whines until | stop 
what I'm doing to give him a hug and a kiss. Then he's happy for, oh, five minutes before he starts again. But | 
love him all the same. He's quirky and funny and he only warms my heart. There's none of the hate or anger 
that came in the later years of my relationship with Mustaine. 

"It is," | quietly reply. "I love getting away from it all here." 


"Can see why you do." 


His arm tightens around me and lips kiss my hair. | smile softly and shift a little closer to rest my head on his 


shoulder. Dave has my undivided attention and he's lapping up every moment of it. For, in a couple of days, 


we'll be back in the city and I'l be back in the kitchen with Dave whining at the door for cookies and love. 


The first drops of rain patter against the awning. Shivering, | lift the blanket and invite Dave to join me 
beneath it. He does and | close the warm material around us. We watch as the area around us darkens 
further, the sun having set. The hurricane lamps throw out warm pools of light, tiny lighthouses in the night. 


The rain gets harder, hammering at the dry dirt and making tiny, spiralling pools in the lake. | love the sound of 
the rain. | find it relaxing and peaceful, a break in the stress of the average day. To sit outside and listen to it 
is, for me, divine. Beside me, | feel Dave snuggle closer, his nose buried in my hair, warm breath tickling my 


cheek. | can feel his breathing becoming heavier and his fingers grip my shoulder a little tighter. 
"David?" 

"Mmm?" 

There's a pause before he murmurs, "Will you make love to me?" 


Damn, | love it when he says things like that. It makes my whole body ache in the most delicious way. I've 
never been with a man who's wanted me to top them. I've always been the bottom, the little submissive who's 
supposed to lie there and take it. For Mustaine to have let me take him would have broken his idea of a 
relationship. He was the strong one, therefore he got to do the fucking. 


But now l'm with someone who's strong enough and confident enough to be able to switch between roles. | 
never asked him to, he just decided that was what he wanted, especially from me. And I'm forever grateful to 
him for being like he is. He's given me a chance to explore who | am, especially beneath the sheets. In return, | 


hope I've grown in the leaps and bounds he wants me to. 


Untangling myself from beneath the blanket, | stand and take Dave's hand. He's quiet as he follows me inside, 
his silence only exciting me further. He can become the complete little submissive when he wants, quiet and 
willing to please. It's a side of him which drives me crazy, and | love it. Love being able to switch and change 


and have fun without the fear of being ridiculed. 

Hunkering into the nest of blankets and pillows, | pull him into my lap. One of the battery operated lamps sits in 
a corner, lighting the dark blue canvas. Outside, the rain continues to pour, pattering on the roof and filling the 
tiny area with noise. 

‘Love you," | whisper as | run my hands down his back. 


"Love you, too." 


He keeps his head down, hair hiding his face. Through tangled strands, | can see his eyes watching me, a small 
smile on his lips. Curling a finger beneath his chin, | lift his head and gently kiss him. He purrs softly, his arms 


winding around my neck. 
"Love it when you're like this," | murmur against his lips. 


| get another purr in response before he forces my head back and deepens the kiss. Willingly, | part my lips, 
my tongue dancing over Dave's. He whines and squirms against my hands, carefully pushing me onto my back. | 
let him do it, lying back as he straddles my hips and strips away his shirt. In the low light | can already see a 
thin sheen of sweat ghosting over his skin. The urge to lick it up is strong and | strain up from the hard 
ground. With one hand pressed against the ground and the other wound around his back, | lap at his 


breastbone, tasting him. Dave moans again and rubs himself against my lap, his erection already evident. 


"Take your clothes off” Easing him from my lap, | kneel up and fumble with my own. He watches me intently, 
fingers ghosting over my ruined skin Beneath his touches, | purr and shudder, all but melting as he traces the 


scar which winds around one of my nipples. 


Finally, he silently strips away his own clothes and settles on the floor. The space is cramped and | ease myself 
around Dave to kneel beside him. With one hand planted against his chest and the other supporting his head, | 
gently ease him back. 


Pushing his legs apart, | kneel back and look down at my gorgeous boyfriend. He pants softly, dark eyes 
watching me. One hand balls into the blankets and the other slowly strokes hi chest. His cock is hard against 
his stomach, long and thick and waiting for me to tease it. 

Shuffling closer, | curl up at his feet and lavish his strong legs with attention My tongue traces the tiny, 
white, crescent moon shaped scars on his inner thighs, remnants of Taylor's attack on his no doubt. Above me, 
Dave whines and squirms, hips rocking up. Placing one hand on his stomach, | ease him back down. 

"Easy, sweetie. All in good time." 

"Please, David," he whines. "Please..." 

| love it when he begs for it. Running my tongue along his cock, | reach under the blanket for the bottle of 
lube | stashed there. Dave squirms a little more at the sight of it. Smiling, | place it beside me and move his 
feet until they're flat on the floor. Then | push his legs even wider, opening him up. 

"You're so gorgeous, | murmur. "So sexy and handsome. I'm the luckiest man alive." 

Dave smiles up at me, eyes heavy and hooded. Coating my fingers with the sticky gel, | gently push one, then 
another, into him. He groans and pulls his legs to his chest. Grinning, | lean forward and suck on the head of his 


cock, savoring his salty, musky taste. 


"David... 


Withdrawing my fingers, | spread some of the gel over my cock and ease myself between his legs. | take a 
moment to admire him. He really is beautiful and | really am the luckiest man alive. | get to make love to this 


incredible man every night for the rest of my life. 


With one hand wrapped around my cock, | gently enter him, gasping as Dave arches his back, a quiet moan 
leaving his lips. My hands slide along his sides and under him, gripping his shoulders. He moans and mewls, his 
fingers finding my back, nails digging into my ruined skin. Once upon a time, he worried about reopening my 
scars. Now he knows | adore the pain he hands out. It's always handed out with love and care, his knowledge of 
my wants and needs far greater than anything Mustaine ever knew about. He's taken the time to allow me 
trust and fall in love with him. | fall in love every single day. From dawn to dusk, my heart aches with the need 


to know my beautiful lover. 


Resting my head against his, | slowly begin to rock. Dark eyes, filled with so much love, look up into mine. A 
smile twitches my lips and | lean into kiss him, his warm mouth meeting mine. Dave sighs and mumbles my 
name, his quietness both exciting and calming me. Passion and lust coils through me and | love it, a prisoner to 


the wants and desires of another. And it's a prison | never want to come out of. 


The rain becomes heavier, thundering against the tent and we make love to Mother Nature's beat. It's a place | 


never want to leave. A place | want to stay forever, wrapped in the arms of my lover. 


